94         THE   INDIAN  SCENE
The landscape looks to my eye more familiar than the ordinary Indian scene. The city is raised on an eminence in the centre of a broad flat valley, which is richly wooded and cultivated, and, when spring comes, will be the floweriest spot in all this land. There are roses and violets in the gardens now, and every road is a shady avenue. Except for one gap to the south, it is completely encircled by mountains, which, like all the mountains in this country, rise steeply and suddenly from the edge of the plain. In form and outline the Peshawur country greatly resembles one of the broad flat valleys of the Trentino, or any other southern slope of the Tyrol above Verona; and, seen from a distance, the city itself is by no means unlike an Italian hill-town. Look down on it from the roof of the big gate to the south of the city, and it seems a smiling, prosperous country, where men should make money,